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In Saragoza the bright, And Pampluna with might Seeketh he what respite
For grief there be.
War-dimmed grew his gear, Grim his visage ; in fear Listened Mahound his cheer
Deep in Hell. Fled his legions to hear Gobertz the knight draw near. Now he closeth the year
In Compostell.
Offering there hath he made Saint James, candles him paid, Gold on the shrine hath laid ;
Now Gobertz
Is for Toulouse, where that maid Tibors wonned unafraid Of Love and his accolade
That breaketh hearts.
He rode north and by east, Nor rider spared he nor beast, Nor tempered spur till at least
Forth of Spain; Not for mass-bell nor priest, For fast-day nor yet for feast Stayed he, till voyage ceased
In Aquitaine.